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boy would begin a new life together. Is he an artist,
I wonder, or has he forgotten colour ?
Each person in the prison became an individual to
Constance, not a 'number/ as in the regulations.
Nothing that anyone had done made a barrier between
them. But her great consolation was the visits of the
Roman Catholic chaplain, who was a saintly man, full
of human understanding. Now that Father Scott is
dead, perhaps I may tell a little story that appealed
to me greatly. Knowing that the smells of prison
were to her peculiarly hard to bear, once when she was
ill and he came to give her instruction, his first act was
to produce from his pocket a large bottle of eau-de-
Cologne, and sprinkle it about. What made the deepest
impression on her was his gracious courtesy to what
the world would call the most degraded of women.
He, too, knew no difference of class; the more hopeless
the case, the more gentle and kindly was he. Con-
stance always remembered him with gratitude and
appreciation. We knew him well, for we used to
visit him often at the Presbytery and shared her feeling
for him.
Constance's prison task at first was sewing, but she
soon got ill with so much sitting still. Then she was
transferred to the kitchen, where her work was wash-
ing and cutting up vegetables and scrubbing stone
floors, and hard work it was. The food was very
poor [it was war-time]. Once she lost weight alarm-
ingly. She could not eat the red, coarse meat pro-
vided and the brown bread made her ill. Eva begged
that she should have one glass of milk a day instead
of meat, but I don't think she would ever have suc-
ceeded in her efforts but that Mr. Healy came to the
rescue, and in some way got the Home Office to agree
to it.
One day Constance said to me, ' The only thing

